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Gilbert Cannan’s Nineteenth Appearance

f By N. P. D.

PINTON varies regarding the needs
O of the theatrical world, A modest
man, lo whom a knee is a joint and
nothing wore, will warmly commend the
demand of the chorus for shoes and
stockings. A sentimental manager, on
the other hand, such as Mr. Belasco, will

say that what is needed in the theatre

15 loving kindiess  and this opinion, it
is interesting to note, is echoed in Gilbert
Cunnan’s new sfory of the stage ealled
Munmern. At a public dinner given to
Mr. Cannan's grtistic genins, in order to

promote his idenl theatee, In response to
the many pleasant things that have been
siid about him and his proposed new
temple of art, he anses and, beaming
bovishly, ns we read, startled ms sudience
with the following birief speech:

“I"m so happy to be back. Thank von
very mueh.  The thentre needs love, |
give vou my love.”

The remedy sounds simple and 1s spe-
cific and ean be recommended for its
cheapness if nothing more.  But other
things in the scheme of this genius in
artistie designing are not =0 ¢heap. One
item in the budget for his theatre, which
geerns 1p be a combined snperior German
and outdeor Groek model, 15 $125 for
“fond for the birds and fishes,” as Mr.
Cannan says, however, a spevially benign
deity must  waleh  over idealists,
drunknrds and children, sinee a great dis-
aster filled the news eolumns of the papers
next day, crowding ont Charles Mann's
extraordinary speeeh, and the bodget for
his thieatre, inelading the item, more
startling than even shoes and stockings,
of £125 for “food for the hifdﬂ and fishes ”

II.

Mr. Cannun’s novel is the story of
another artistic genius, another “Charles”™
in faet, such as W. Svmerset Maugham's
in The Moon and Sicpewce. But all com-
parison rests bere. Mr. Maugham camou-
flages his genius so suecessfully that Lis
treaders are ready to believe in him.
Charles Mann in Mummery is a famliar
and easily recognized type. More ac-
enrately, Mummery is the story of two
geninses and a woman, one genius who
i+ gomng to revelutionize the theatre by
his designs, and the other hy his plays.
In more than cither of his men, however,
Mr. Cunnan is interexted in his lady,
“Clara,” who early gracefully glides into
the spotlight und stays there.  Yet it is
diffieult 10 know just what Mr. Cannan
is trying to muke out of Clara. Perhaps
it is the name alope that recalls another
Clara, the famous Miss Middleton, al-
though there uay something
Meredithian in her chavs and independ-
ence. As soon as Clara and Charles Mann
arrive tozether in London {rom Franee
she savs:

“(Carlo, dear, |
yllll."

1le spun round as though he bad been
stung and asked, “Ciood God, why i

Cliarles does not like the idea of being
“pinned down' ns he already knows from
experience—although  Clamn  unduekily
knows nothing of this expenienee. From
the beginning of the story we seem to sce
in Clara the emobodiment of what Mr.
Cannan ealls the new spirit stirring in
humanity, of freedom, and it is with eon-
siderable surprise that we at lsst learn
that Clara s not o free spint at all, but
a woman whose individual striving is
foredoomed to fuilure, beeause she is a
woman and a woman in love, who “must
work through a man’s imaginationthefors
she eould become a person it to dwell on
earth with her fellows™

I1I1. -

Clara 15 pictured as having gone
through some sort of erisis when she read
Kropotkin's memoirs  (second volume)
which she bought at the anarchist book-
shop. After reading the account of
Krupotkin's eseape from prison, she knew
thyt she hepself bad also eseaped, and that
it would never be for her “an awful, a
. terrible  and-overwhelming thing to be a
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algo  be

shall have to marry
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woman.” On the contrary, “her childish
detestation of her womanhood was gone”
und she “aecepied it and gloried in it
as her instrument.” She was Ariel, “who
danced among men and played freakish
tricks npon them, and lured them on to
believe that all kinds of marvels would
come Lo pass and bring them back to their
senses to discover that she was after all
only & woman, and that the marvels they
looked for from her were really in them-
selves.”

But Clara is just the woman the play-
writing genius is looking for, sinee in
his plays Adnor Hodd is irying fo ereate
“the woman of the future,” who *ean
detach herself from her emotional ex-
penence and aecept failure, as a man
does” When Rodd meets Clara in the
anarclst bookshop he ean hardly believe
his good fortune, sinee, #s he says, “I
never thought [ should meet any one as
strong as myseli.” The account of their
fint meeting and love at sight is more
ramantie than is usually found in our
contemporary workaday fietion, =

“He could not hear what she was say-
ing, but her voiee went thrilling to his

“The Hill

heart. He gasped and reeled and dropped
Charles Mann's book with a erash.

“Clara, who had not seen him, tumed,
and she too was overcome. He moved
toward her and stood devouring her with
his eyves and hers sought his,

“'This is Hodd,’ said the bookseller.
‘Adnor Rodd—a great friend of mine.

“‘Rodd,’ repeated Clara.

“‘He is very much interested in the
theatre,” said the bookseller.

“¢] was just looking at Charles Mann's
new book . . . Will you let me give i
you?t

“He moved away to pick up the book
and eame back eclotching it, took out
his fonntain pen and wrote in a small,
precise hand—

“To my friend, from Adnor Rodd’

“‘My name is Clara Day,’ she sanl

““‘You can’t have nny name yet .

You are just yvou.'

“She understood him. He meant that
externals were of no account in the de-
lighted shoek of their meeting.”

Externals were of no aceount, nor ap-
parently Charles Mann either. My
Cannan seems to be as muddled about
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A sample of automatic writing from “The Hill of Vision,” by Frederick
Bligh Bond.

66 CTOMATIC” wus once a word

that boasted a flavor of clas-
sical erudition, but since the spread of au-
tomatic fountain pens, eclevators, tele-
phones and luneh rooms, it has dete-
riorated into a most matter of faet prosy
cexpression.  Hence The Hill of Vision, o
collection of antomatic writings by Fred-
erick Bligh Bond, F. R, 1. B. A, (you
guess), ineluding antomsatic propheey,
plilosophy and metaphysies seem in no
way uneouth.

Mr. Bond has alveady given us The
Giate of  Remembrance, another eolleetion
of automatic writings which were con-
cerned with lus experiences in this sort
of revelation while he wus engaged in
archmologienl work at the ancient abbey
in Glastonbury, England.
Vision, however, deals with a more ms
portant subject, containing prophecies
of the beginning and ending of the war
with Germany and much other material
on the social, moral and politieal re-
generation .af the werld which is to fol-
low and in which we ure, presumably,
now somewhat paimfully involved.

There is no attempt on the part of
Mr. Bond or of Ralph Adams Cram, whe
contributes a preface and postseript, to
fasten the responsibility for the writ-
ings on any particalar sphere, plane or
other realm of incorporeal beings, though
Casar Angustus, Imperator et Pacifica-
tor, implicates himself by signing some
of the prophecies. As a maiter of pure-
ly historieal intercst we mention that
Augustus proves himsell a bad tempered
ghost. But whoever, or whatever, the
shadowy guide of the subliminal pen
way have been, Mr. Bond's book pre-
sents the attested fact that on Mareh 13,
1918, eight days before the begmnning
of the Kaiser's battle; the avtomatic
author declared thst the war would end
by autumn of that year. Further propl-
eges extending through July, 1915,
were justified by evenis.

Thess foretellings furnish exeellent
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The Hill ﬂf ¥

food for believers in mystie seanees, and
stumbling blocks for those who sneer. s
for the other matter of the seripts, they
are tough morsels [or the average intel-
leet.  Chosen races, Spirit dominant over
Matter, national conseionsness, Vibrations
and Messianie eomings, take us into deep
waters, And if we believe that the
proved prophecics establish the mfallibil-
ity of the nutomatie writing, we must also
believe in the League of Nations, Theos-
ophy, ond the assertion that Mitteleu-
ropa is shortly to -béeome a heaven on
earth. Beforr we accept these we de-
mand that Mr. Bond accept some eon-
tributions from later writers and publish
a new book.

THE HILL OF VISION. By PFrmpExick
Buen Boxp. Boston: Marshsll Jones
_ Company.

women as about the war. However, what
the playwright particularly likes in Clara
is the way she says “the old,” instead, as
most people, “the yvold” Having a
nice car for English, it would be interest- &
ing to know how Rodd likes “give it you,” :
and “evervbody was gay and lively but ]
they two;” and “agan there was noth-

ing but they two;” or “no one mattered by =
but she.” whicli are unlovely to say the ]
least, even tf some wental reservalions on
the part of the reader could make them
endurable.

IV. i
The information 1s given that M ummery
is Ciilbert Cannan's nineteenth novel. And
yet novel readers could probably enumer-
ate the Fourteen Points sooner than Mr,
(annan’s nineteen novels. The truth is
Gilbert Cannun is one of those fortunate,
or it may mnfortunate, individoals
whose personality seems to count for more
than his books. Evervhody knows that
he marmed Barme's danghter and 15 a
eonseientions objertor and is a good look- 3
ing voung man who wriles fiction that
perhaps looks, so to say, letter than
actually is. Cannan will always be named
among the more serious of the youngee
English novelists, vet his stories are =
seldom as interesting as they promise to
be, and look as if they ought to be, and
make no deep impression. The lack must

be more in his ideas and his imagination
than in his artual story telling, which
always has interesting features and i3
not eommonplace. The deseription of
the Imperium Theatre in the present story,
with its actor manager who has a “Sir”
to his name, 15 exeellent. But the peniuses 5
are lurgely conventions, and the heroine e
is a thesis—the latter, however, clothed
with some charm.

Stll another novel by Mr. Cannan is
announeed for the early fall, the twentieth L
by the present ecunt, ealled ‘Pink Roses, '
and embodving the author's well adver-
tised views ou the war. As in advanee A
antidote to Pink Rotes may be reeom- & &
mended Asne Douglas Sedgwick's storyin
the Amgust Atlantie, ' called ' Autums
Crocuses, whith seems directly addressed
to our young war satirists, particularly
the poets. In Mrs. de Selincourt’s story,
the soldier poet who had fondly beliewed =
his war poems to be searing, storching, =~ =
terrible and even wicked, if one would, s =
shocked into speechlessness when his lady
eritic, who has been through some war
o her own aceount, gently ealls !
“sad.”

MUMMERY, By Gussxr Cayysn. George
H. Doran Company.
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TOW the truth is, we read ‘wrong {or
wrongly, as may be). . Sinelair
Lewis's new novel, to be published by Har-
court, Brace & Howe, will be called Free :
Air, just as was the serial. Thelonl'nﬁ
half ss long agam as the serinl. When we ?
spoke of the novel as The Job we mixed it 8
up with Lewis's story of a stenographer =
published several yvears ago. At the time '.'"
Lewis wrote The Job he had only a type- . &
writer. Sinee then he has acquired &
ﬂjwundFruAiqisthewuﬂﬂ-':
sequence.

——— -

Addresses in America:
1919.
By John Galsworthy.

OWHERE has America's in-
spiring opportunity for
leadership in the present hour
bgen voiced more solemnly and
hopefully than in these ad-
dresses by Galsworthy before
various American audiences this
Spring. $1.35

The Remaking of a

Mind.
By Henry De Man.

A BRILLIANT interpretation

of some of the problems

of reconstruction by a leader of

the Belgian Labor Party. $:1.75

Mr. Dooley:
On Making a Will and
Other Necessary Ewils.
4] SEE be th’ pa-pers that Mr.
Dooley has a new book.™ |
“And so he has, and ye're |
missin’ somethin’ good if ye |
don't read what he has t' say
on gol-uf, summer resorts,
music and other things.” $1.35

David Vallory.

By Francis Lynde.
SUPPOSE you loved your em-
ployer’s daughter and your
family were under obligations
to him: Would you wink at his
sharp business) practices? &-n id
Vallory dliﬂand then ‘séme-
thing dramatic happened. You'll
enjoy this stery:. $1.60
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